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THE FURZE. 

(Ulex Europoeus.) 

Class, Diadelphia. Order, Decan dria. N. O., Le^. 
uminosse. 

Flings out its bright golden flowers upon the 
otherwise bare common at an early period of the 
year, often in the month of February, it blooms 
throughout the summer months, and 

“ The dauntless Furze with form so bold, 

And prickles set to guard its flowers of gold. 

On barren heaths in gay embroidery drest. 

Is now unfolding its yellow vest.” 

This plant is very rigid, and thickly set with long 
spines, and affords shelter for hares and rabbits. 
It is used in some parts for fences, and sometimes 
for heating ovens, from its emitting a great degree 
of heat, and the ashes are used for a lye in wash- 
ing. A gre^t part of our wastes having of late 
years come into cultivation, immense quantities 
have been exterminated. 


“ The toiling swain 

With many a sturdy stroke cuts up at last 

The tough and sinewy furze. How hard he fought 
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To win the glory of the barren waste ! 

For what more noble than the venial Furze 
With golden baskets hung ? Approach it not, 

For every blossom has a troop of swords 
Drawn to defend it.” 

While some authors represent the furze as a 
« shapeless and deformed shrub,” others speak of 
it as a “ British beauty,” too rarely occupying a 
spot in the English shrubbery, and our poets 
seem no less at variance, for whilst Goldsmith 
talks of “ the blossomed furze unprofitably gay,” 
Cowper says it 

“ Decks itself with ornaments of gold.” 

Although this shrub blossoms at all seasons of the 
year, it is not very hardy, and the frost will nip 
it up sooner than most other plants, yet even from 
this season up to Christmas, if we have a few bright 
warm days, it is soon in its green and yellow robe 
again, but in the months of April and May it is 
in its greatest perfection, and may truly said to be 
“ with golden baskets hung,” for the profusion of 
bright yellow blossoms in those months gives it 
the appearance of a pile of gold. 

“ On me such beauty summer pours, 

That I am covered o’er with flowers j 
And when the frost is in the sky 
My branches are so fresh and gay, 

That you might look at me and say, 

This plant can never die.” 


Wordsworth, 




